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of time before. ... A meeting could not be comfortable
for you or for him."
"Ludendorff's failure," Julie repeated. "Is that final
Rupert?"
"It is not the end," he answered. "We shall struggle
on to back the diplomatists and try to save face. But, in
a military sense, it is final. No one who has been lately in
Germany can doubt it." He spoke with regulated calm
as though of some profound emotion belonging to the
past. "But am I for that reason to be shut off from this
man? We may be of the more value to each other."
"He would come if you asked him," Sophie said, looking
at the ground, and Julie replied swiftly: "Yes, I don't
think for a moment he'd refuse. Shall I ask him, mother?"
"Certainly, if Rupert wishes it."
He knew that the Baroness's consent had been wrung
from her; he perceived the dry smile at the corners of
Sophie's mouth; the tension between them was not to be
mistaken. Julie would explain to him; and when they had
withdrawn—as they always withdrew when she found
him—he raised his eyebrows and asked: what was the
mystery? "Mystery?" she said, and, when he told her how
her mother and Sophie had done battle, she shook her
head, saying that he must have imagined it. "Imagined!"
he exclaimed. "Didn't you see Sophie's face?" But Julie
had taken up the Turgeniev from the table at his side,
"How far had we read before your attack?" she asked,
sliding her fingers between the leaves; but when she had
begun to read he found himself searching her expression
as though he suspected her of concealments, and she
had read several pages before his reason quieted him
with the thought: But naturally she would not wish to
insist upon differences between her mother and the
Leydens.
"Julie," he said, interrupting her sentence so abruptly
that her eyes came up to him in protest and her lips re-
mained parted, "this thing—whatever it is—between you*
mother and Sophie—it's nothing serious?"
"They have never liked each other."

